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POE | 


ON HIS 


Majeſty's Birth Day. 
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THAT eerwhile, from lonely Cottage 


ſprung, 


(have ſung, 


The Loves of Shepherds and their Nymphs 
In ruſtick Numbers ventur'd to relate 


Fair S:tvia's Conqueſt, or young Strephon's Fate; 
To Swains a grateful Task : Now boldly dare 
With unfletch'd Wings, regardleſs of the Fair, 
Nobly to ſoar. Briskly, my Muſe, awake, 
Far from thy Brows obſtructive Slumbers ſhake ; 
Call for thy Harp, and thy neglected Lyre, 
And with ſublimeſt Thoughts my Soul inſpire ; 
5 


My 


CS 


| 1 | | : (Theme, 
My Thoughts thou may'ſt, but can't not raiſe my 


Such heavenly Vertues grace the Sacred Name, 

"Tis GEO ROE that thou mult ſing; the beſt of Kings, 
In piercing Raptures touch the warbling Strings: 
Strike up aloud, and bid reſounding Fame, 

From Pole, to Pole, the godlike Gro Gt proclaim. 
Bleſt be the Day that gave the Monarch Birth, 

All Nature ſmil'd with univerſal Mirth, 

When ſo Divine a Prince firſt ſhin'd on Earth. 
Welcome the Day's Return; Hail flow'ry May! 

Let all thy Product ſhine profuſely gay; 

Let Mother Earth o'redeck'd with Flow'rs be ſeen, 
And Sweet-breath” d Zephyrs curl the Meadows green; 
Let Lillies deck themſelves in ſpotleſs Gowns, 

And full-blown Roſes bluſh with golden Crowns; 

Let no tumultuous Blaſts diſturb the Sky, 


Nor threatning Clouds o'er our Horizon fly. 
Thrice welcome May! with thee no Month ſhall dare, 
None ſhall her Worth henceforth with thine compare : 
Save that bleſt Time, when firſt the God of Love, 
For loſt Mankind forſook the Realms above, 
Submitting to be born ; you next ſhall ſhine 


In Time's vaſt Annals, for the Claim is thine. In 
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In vain July ſhall boaſt her Ceſar's Name, 
Bootleſs ſhall Auguſt ſound her Maſter's Fame, 
Greater than either ſhall thy Praiſes be, 

A mightier Prince than theirs is giv'n by thee. 


Now mount, my Muſe, and in your loftieſt Strains, 
In joyful Numbers teach the liſt 'ning Swains, 

What Providence, whoſe wiſe, divining Thought, 
Our Freedom firſt, then our Succeſſion wrought : 
Bravely, with Fire, the well-known Truths atteſt, 
And with your Sov'reign's Worth enflame your Breaſt. 
Pardon, Great Prince, the Weakneſs of my Muſe, 
And for her Zeal, her want of Pow'r excuſe. 


Britain that once had felt the Scourge of Rome, 
And fear'd from James the like impending Doom, 
In fruitleſs Tears had made her helpleſs Moan, 
Wept o'er her Laws, and her Religion gone, 

In vain on her weak Prince had call'd for Aid, 

| The Prieſts, alas! not He the Scepter ſway'd : 
Had not the wond'rous Prince, ordain'd by Fate, 
From dire Miſhaps to ſave the linking State, 

The Great NAss Au forſook the Belgian Shoar, 
. And timely freed her from the lawleſs Pow” x 


To 


a 
To that brave Man firſt, under Heav'n, we owe 
Thoſe Bleſſings which from your Succeſſion flow: 
His vaſt capacious Soul diſtinctly knew, 

That boundleſs Bliſs would his wiſe Choice enſue. 
Prophetick N ass Au! thine be all the Praiſe, 
Recorded be thy Name to future Days : 

Britain united ſhall exalt thy Fame, 

And Ages yet to come ſhall bleſs thy Name. 

But what Applauſe, what Praiſe, is juſtly due 

To thoſe that wiſely did his Scheme purſue, 

And ſettI'd Albion's Crown, Great Prince, on You ? 
ORANGE had ſeen what OsNarvRrGH had done, 
And by the Father's Picture drew the Son ; 

Soon as your Worth was to Britaunia known, | 
Your matchleſs Fame had o'er Germania flown, 
And on the Gauls your Martial Fire was ſhown. : 
Scarce had there Fifteen Years o'erpaſs'd your Head, 
When firſt with Scorn you left the downy Bed, 
Forlook the Court, and its alluring Charms, 

To follow your undaunted Sire in Arms ; 

Thro' Fire and Blood You chas'd immortal Fame, 
While tim'rousGauls were ſhock'd at Brunfwick's Name: 
Briskly the routed Squadrons you purſu'd, 

And drench'd your Maiden Sword in Gallick Blood. 
When 
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When threatning Turks around Viema ſwarm'd, 
Your Breaſt a Courage more than Humane warm'd, 
O'er Heaps of Slain, you drove th' affrighted Foe, 
And certain Death was dealt in every Blow. 

But to the Bold your Courage was not known 
More, than your Goodneſs to the Vanquiſh'd ſhown; 
Before the Suppliant ask'd, you bid him live, 


Your Maxim's this, To conquer and forgive. 


Thrice happy Britain | his propitious Reign 


Muſt in it ſelf all Happineſs contain, 

Who thus knows how to get, and what he gets 3 
All thoſe Perfections which by bounteous Heav'n, 
To different Kings at divers Times were giv'n, 
Brightly do ſhine, Illuſtrious GE o RGE, in Thee 
That You to Princes might exampler be. 

To what Misfortunes had our Nation run? 

How cloſe the Brink? How furely been undone ? 


How near Deſtruction did our Guides advance, 


When Conqu'ring Britain ſu'd to conquer d France? 
Alliances they broke, and ſold our Trade; 

Then to cajoling France our Friends betray d; 
And in one Year raſhly relinquiſh'd more, 


Than mighty MaARLB RO gain'd in Ten before. 


.C 7 Nought 
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Nought but your Preſence could theſe Ills e 
You that made Alhion's Good your favourite Care 
At your Approach our anxious Terrors fled, 
And conſcious Treaſon hid her guilty Head 
Juſtice with Truth her ſettled Right maintain 'd, 
And injur'd Innocence her Pow'r regain'd. 
None but your ſelf could our loſt Honour raiſe, 
Vours was the Work, and only yours the Praiſe; 
Who could but You with ſo much eaſe reſtore 
Our Fame and Credit loſt in Spain before? 
In this ill State what direful Scenes appear'd ? 
What dreadful Woes were but too juſtly fear d? 
When bold deſigning! Stateſmen bore the Sway, 
And of their Fellow Subjects made their Prey 98 
While ill-requited Ma R LHRO' left his Home, 
Theſe pav'd the Way for Slavery and Nome; 
Their vow'd Allegiance to their Queen forſwore, 
To crown th' Impoſtor they'd abjur'd before. 
Then ſure Deſtruction had been Britain's Fate, 
For Rome had rul'd the Church, and France the State. 
But Heaven be prais'd, in your auſpicious Reign, 
Britain her Native Rights exerts again; 
Hither once more our ſcorn'd Allies reſort, 
And ſue for Favours from the Britiſh Court. 

| While 


8 
While headſtrong Kings uphold their Pow'r by Blood, 
Unmindful of their own and Country's Good ; 


Your juſter Conqueſts Heay'n muſt needs approve, 


More than they get by Force, you gain by Love. 


J 


They fix no Laws to their ambitious Will, 
Their raging Minds ne'er dread th* approaching III, 
Nor do they care what Blood, nor whoſe they ſpill : 
You by far gentler Means the Vict'ry gain, 

And o'er th' Affections wiſely chooſe to reign. 


Britain with ſpeed unveil your long-clos'd Eyes, 
And wiſely learn your Heav'n- ſent Good: to prize. 
Timely be warn'd, and lay your Feuds aſide, 
Forget your Factions and rebellious Pride; 

In joynt Conſent your Voices loudly raiſe, 

To ling your GzorGt's, your Deliv'rer's Praiſe. 
Vain are all cloſe Deſigns, ill Counſels vain, 

Spite of all Foes, kind Heav'n protects his Reign: 
Shall bold ad vent'rous Subjects raſhly dare 

Gainſt Heaven and GrorG E, to wage an equal War? 
Fondly the Miſcreants haſte to be undone, 

For Him they fight that is reſolyd to run. 

To what Intent did the Northumbruans arm? 


Or perjur'd Mar, his trait'rous Clans alarm? 


What 


(8) 

W hat Pow'r, what F orce, can his firm Scepter move, 
Who juſtly founds it on his Subjects Love? 

From Loyal Troops deſponding Rebels fly, 

Like ſcatter'd Miſts, when darting from on High, 
The Sun's bright Beams firſt gild the red'ning Sky. 


May you, Dread Sire, proceed in Glory's Way ; 
"Tis the bright Setting-Sun that crowns the Day; 
Kindly may Fortune all your Actions bleſs, 

Give to your Counſels and your Arms Succeſs ; 
Ever may Difcords and Diſtinctions ceaſe, 


And midſt our felves Heav'n ſend continu'd Peace: 


Long may You live; may your Hluſtrious Son 


His ſteady Courſe, like You, with P rudence run : 
His daring Soul has been already try'd, 
And his keen Sword in Gallick Blood been dy/d. 
To Him the moſt indulgent Pow'r above, 

Has given a Princeſs, worthy of his Love; 
Could you, my Mule ! oh could you juſtly tell, 
How CAROLIN A does her Sex lt 

I'd all her Vertues, all her Charm's proclaim, 
And fire the World with CazoLixa's Name. 


Nou ght 
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Nought can I now but wiſh, grant Heav'n my Pray'r, 
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Their Gifts, their Vertues, let their Offspring ſhare, 
Sons as the Father brave, Girls as the Mother fair. 
On your whole Race may Guardian Angels wait, 
And Peace with Plenty bleſs the Britiſp State; 
May your bright Line both Time and Death deſie, 
And with the Stars have Coeternity. 
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Page 8. Line 19, 21. for CAROLINA, read WIIIRETWIxA. 
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